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The Hist me of King Lear. 

Is it not as this mouth fhould teare this hand 
For lifting food to’t, but I will punifh furc, ■ 

No I will weepe no more, in fuch a night as this . 

O Reran, qonoritl , your old kind father ()»«, 

Whofe franke heart gaueyou all, Othat waymadnes 
Let me Ihun that, no more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter. 

LtA r r Prethe goe m thy felfe, feeke thy one eafe 
This tempeft wil l not giue mele^ue to ponacr 
On things would huffme more, but lie goe m, 

Poorenaked wfetc^es^here fo ere you are 

That bide the peltingof this pittdes mgm> 

How thall your. houfe»ltfte heads, and vnfed fides. 

Your loopt and windowed raggednes dcren y 
From feafons fuch as thefe, O I haue tane 
Too little care of this, take phyficke pompe, 

Expofethy felfe to feele what wretches feele, 

That thou may ft lhake the fuperflux to them, 

C ^ fo tly,thefow.^ 

hathorne blowes the cold wind, goe to tny com 

Haft thou giuen all to thy two daughters, and 

Fiencle hath led, through hre, an , j 0 lay d kniues vn- 
whirli-poolc, ore bog and by his pottage, 

der his pillow, and halters m horfe ouer 

made fim proud of heart, to nftc on a hay 

foure incht bridges, to couc ^ ]1 iS | ( y i lcc f roll iwhirle-winds, 

bkfle.hyfiu.wo '.^•^^“f^chariwwhom. 

ftarre-blufting,andtaking,doepooie imx the' 
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The BiSlirie of King Lear. 

the ibule fiend vexes, there couldl haue him now, and there, and 

and there agame, 

Lear. What, his daughters brought him to this palle, 

Couldft thou faue nothing, didft thou giuc them all f 

Poole. Nay he referud a blanket, elfe we had beene all lham’d. 

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Han<r fitted ore mens faults, fall on thy daughters. 

Kent. He hath no daughters fir. 

Lear. Death traytor, nothing could haue fubdued nature 
To fucha lownesjfiuthis vnkind daughters. 

Is it the falhion that difearded fathers. 

Should haue thus little mercy on their flelb, 
Iudiciouspunilhment twas this flefli 
Begot thofe Pelicane daughters. 

Edg. Pilicock fate on pelicocks hill, a lo lo lo, , 

Toole. This cold night will turne vs all to foolcs& madmen. 

Tdg. Take heede at h foule fiend, obay thy parents,keep thy 
words iuftly, fwearenotfeommit not with mans fworne fpoufe, 
fetnotthy fweet heart on proud array, Toms a cold, 

Lear. What haft thou beene f 

Edg. A Seruingman, proud in heart and mind, thatcurld my 
haire,woreglouesinmy cap,ferued the lull: ofmy miftris heart, 
and did the aft of darkeneswithher,fworeas many oaths as I 
fpake words, and broke them in the fweet face of heauen, one 
thatfleptinthecontriuing of luft, and wakt to doe it, wine lo- 
ued I deeply, dice deercly, and in woman out paromord the 
T urke, falfe of heart,light of eare,bloudie ofhand ,Hog in floth, 
Foxin Health, VVoolfe in greedincs,, Dog inmadnes, Lyon 
in pray, let not the creekingof £hooes,nor theruflngs of Hikes 
betray thy poore heart to women, keepe thy foote out of bro- 
thell, thy hand out of placket, thy pen from lenders booke, 
and defie the foule fiend,ftill through the hathorne blowes the 
cold wind, hav no on ny. Dolphin my boy , my boy, caefe 
let him trot by 1 

Lear Why thou were better in thy graue, then to anfwere 
with thy vneouered bodie this extremitie of the skies, is man no 
more, but thi s cofider him well, thou oweft the worme no filke, 
die baft no hide, the fheepeno wooll.the catnoperfume, her’s 
three ons are fo phiftieated,thou art the thing it felfe, vnaccom- 
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